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The soft manners of these fathers, their intelligence In the
performance of their offices, their obliging carriage, and
the unaffected concern with which all he said or did seemed
to inspire them, won upon him unconsciously. The church
had become his world; and his sympathies, if he still had
sympathies, seemed confined to those within its walls.

In the meantime his physical advancement though slow
was gradual, and had hitherto never been arrested. He
could even walk a little alone, though artificially supported,
and rambled about the halls and galleries full of a pro-
digious quantity of pictures, from the days of RafFael
Sanzio to those of Raffael Mengs.

* The doctors think now we might try a little drive/ said
the Monsignore one morning. c The rains have ceased and
refreshed everything. To-day is like the burst of spring.'
And when Lothair seemed to shudder at the idea of facing
anything like the external world, the Monsignore suggested
immediately that they should go out in a close carriage,
which they finally entered in the huge quadrangle of the
building. Lothair was so nervous that he pulled down
even the blind of his window; and the Monsignore, who
always humoured him, half pulled down his own.

Their- progress seemed through a silent land and they
could hardly be traversing streets. Then the ascent be-
came a little precipitous, and then the carnage stopped and
the Monsignore said, * Here is a solitary spot. We shall
meet no one. The view is charming, and the air is soft.*
And he placed his hand gently on the arm of Lothair, and,
as it were, drew him out of the carriage.

The sun was bright, and the sky was bland. There was
something in the breath of nature that was delightful. The
scent of violets was worth all the incense in the world ; all
the splendid marbles and priestly vestments seemed hard
and cold when compared with the glorious colours of the
cactus and the wild forms of the golden and gigantic aloea.